ihcHiforyof 

Yalf I wouldit were bed time f&/,andall well. 

Pm. Why? thou owed God adeath. 

Valil. T’js not due ver,I would bee loath to pay him before 
hisday : what needl befo forward with him that cals not on 
mc?Wel,tis no matter, honor pricks meon;yea,buthow ifho. 
nor prick me off when I come onJhow then can honor fee to a 
lcg?n©,or an'arme:no,or takeaway the griefe ofa wounHftio, 
honQf'hath no skilin Surgery then?no*.Whatis honor, a wordt 
what is that word honor? whatis that honor? aire: a trim rec- 
koning.Who hath it?he that died a Wednefday?dothhefcele 
it?no:doth he heareitfnouisinfenfible then-yea, to the dead: 
but will it not line with the liuing?no:why?detraftionwillnot 
Buffer it, therefore lie no ne of it, honour is a meere skutchion, 
andfo ends my Catechifine. Exit. 

Evter V V orccfier t and (tr RichardZJernon . 

' Wor . O no,my Nephew muff notknow, fir Richard 
Theliberall kind offer of the king. 

"Ver. Tw'erebefthedid. 

"VVor .Then are wee all vnder one. v 

It is not poffibletit cannotbe, 

The King would keepe his word in louing vs» 

He will fufpett vs ftill,and find a time, 

Topunifhthis offence in other faults, 

Suppofition,all our liucs,fliall be ffucke full of eyes, 
Fortrcafon is but trufted like the Foxe, 

V Vho ncuer fo tame,fo cherifht and loekt f p, 

Willhauea wilde tricke of his ancefierst 
Zookchow he can, or fad or merily$ 

Interpretation will mifquote our lookes. 

And we fhall feed like Oxen at a ftall. 

The better cherifht.ftill the nearef death. 

My Ncphewes trefpas may be well forgot, 

It hath the excufe of v outh,and heat of bloud. 

And an adopted name ofpriuiledge, 

A hair-braindHotfpur gouerned by a fplecne. 

All his offences line vpon my head 
And on his fathers.V Ve did traine him on 
Aad his corruption becne tone from vs, 


Henry the fourth. 

Weasthefpringofall.ffiallpay foralfi 
Therefore good coofin.letnot Harry ktlow^ 

Inanycafc theofferofthe King, Enter Hotfpurrel 

^Deliuer what you will lie fay tis fo.Here corns your coofio , 
Hot. My vncle is retumd. 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Wefimerland, 

Vncle what news. 

Wor, The King will bid you battellprefently, 

•Doug. Defie him by the Lord of Weftmerland, 

Her, Lord Douglas,go you and tell him fo. 

‘Dong- Marry aadfh il ,and very willingly. Exit Doitg, 

Wor, T here is no feeming mercy in the King, 

/fat. Did you beg any? God forbid. 

Wor, I told him gently ofour grieuances, 

Ofhis oath-breaking,whichhe mended thus. 

By now lorfwcaring that he is forfworne, 

Heecals vsrebels,traitors,and willfcorge 
With hawty armes,this hatefull name in vs. Enter Doug 
Doug. Arme gentlemen,to armes for I haue throwne. 

A braue defiance in King Henries teeth. 

And Weffmerland that was ingag’d did beare it. 

Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly on, 

W, or, T he Prince of wales ftept forth before theKing ? , 
And,nephew,challeng’dyou to finglefjight. 

Hot, O.would the quarrelllay vpon our heads. 

And that no man might draw lhort breath to day,. 

But I and Harry Monmoutbtell me.tellme, 

How’lhewdhis talking?fcemd it incon tempt? 

No,by my foulc,I ncucr in my life 
Didheareachallengvrg’dmoremodeftly,. 

Vnleflea brother fhould a brother dare 
To gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 

Hcgaueyou althe duties of a man, 

7"rimd vp your praifes with a Princely tonga,. 

Spoke your deferuings like a.Cronyde, 

Making you eucr better then his praife, 

By ilil difp ray ling praife, valued with you; 
a&idwhich became him like a Prince indeede,, 

B sc ; 
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